

















Sacred Heart Statue 


This statue, ornate in appearance, has a receptacle at the base for 
a Vigil Light Glass, which makes it convenient and attractive for home 
devotions. One statue (13 inches in height), one Ruby Glass, and one 
dozen Vigil Lights will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of $2.50. 


wa Please Order From: 


WILL & BAUMER CANDLE CO., Inc. 
162 N. Franklin Street, Chicago, Il. 


Church Fabrics 


Cloth of Gold Gold Brocades 
Silk Damask Brocades 
Woven Emblems and Satin Orphreys to Match 


All liturgically correct as to design and color. 
Immediate deliveries 


THOMAS A. BLAKE 


“House of Ecclesiastical Materials” 
366 Fifth Avenue, New York 1, N.Y. 








Attractive Pictures of OUR LADY OF FATIMA 


PHOTO PICTURE, 8 x 19 inches, suitable for framing. 25¢ each. 
PRAYER BOOK SIZE PICTURE with prayer. $1.00 per hundred. 
BOOKLET FREE with order of $1.00. 


ORDER FROM: — 
Mr. James J. Reidy, St. Joseph’s Boys’ School, Englewood, N. J. 





Conception Seminary and Academy 
Conception, Missouri 
Conducted by the Benedictine Fathers. Special attention 
given to young men of moderate means who wish to prepare 


for the Priesthood. Send for free booklet. 





TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 

Entered as second-class matter March 19, 1907, at the post office 
at Clyde, Missouri, under the Act of Congress of March 38, 1897. Ac- 
ceptance for mailing at special rate of postage provided for in section 
1108, Act of October 3, 1917, authorized July 17, 1918. 

Subscription Price: $1.00 per year, or $2.00 for three years. 
Foreign countries: -$1.25 per year, or $2.50-for three years. 

Printed and published monthly in English and in German by the 
Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri, under a 
Benedictine Father. 
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Premiums 
for new and renewal 





Subscriptions 
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Hand embroidered brown scapular. OR: — 


Picture of St. Benedict — Sepia print 
portraying the saint with flowing beard, 
holding in his hands a crozier, a copy of 
his Rule, and a chalice from whence issues 
a serpent (having reference to one of his miracles). 7 x 10 inches. OR: 

Verse Cards — Packet of attractive bookmarks with verses of en- 
couragement. OR: — 

Booklet — Choice of: Good St. Anne or St. Benedict, the Beloved 
of God or Devotion to the Precious Blood. 


For TWO Subscriptions 


Picture of Pope Pius XII — A beautiful likeness of His Holiness, 
Pope Pius XII, lithographed in colors, mounted on a colored back- 
ground, which will serve as a pleasing reminder to pray for our beloved 
Pontiff, now undergoing such severe trials. OR: — 

The Treasures of the Mass — A complete explanation of the 
prayers, ceremonies and mysteries of the Mass, simple and inspiring. 


For THREE Subscriptions 


Life of Sister Mary Fortunata Viti, O.S.B. — An inspiring bio- 
graphy of a Benedictine religious of Veroli, Italy, whose holy life 
has merited the introduction of her cause for beatification, and whose 
intercession has obtained striking favors for those who seek her aid. 
OR: — 

Five-fold Scapular — Set of hand-embroidered Scapulars. 


For FOUR Subscriptions 
Mother Most Amiable — A print of Baroness von Oer’s worthy 
representation of the Mother of God and her Divine Babe. Also called 
“Our Lady of Mount Carmel.” 15x 21 inches. 





Please mention choice of premium. 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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The Precious Blood of Christ daily achieves a magnificent triumph 
by Its encircling of the entire world in the holy Sacrifice of the Cass, 


through which countless souls are saved and sanctified. 




















Tabernacle and Purgatory 





A monthly periodical ‘levoted to the Most Blessed Sacrament and the consolation 
of the Poor Souls. Price, $1.00; Canada, $1.25. 
Published with ecclesiastical approbation and with the Blessing of Pope Pius XII. 
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The Ministrations of the Precious Blood 
-—@-- 


HE forces and beauties of nature tell to all who 
will read, the story of God’s omnipotence, good- 
ness and love. Day by day as the vast horizon 

of human science is extended, we learn more and 
more of the incomprehensible wisdom and power of 
Him who holds the universe in the hollow of His 
hand. Revelation tells a story more wonderful still, 
a story of the universe of spirits, whose beauty and 
power and unimaginable splendor surpass all the 
glories of the material world. But the greatest story 
man has ever heard is that told by the Precious Blood 
of Jesus Christ. It is a story of infinite, Divine love. 
St. John relates it to us in a few words in the 19th chapter of his 
Gospel: “One of the soldiers,” he says, “with a spear opened His 
Side, and immediately there came out Blood and water.” This Divine 
Blood, which speaks more eloquently than the blood of Abel, tells 
of the excessive love of the God-Man, who shed It to Its last drop 
for the ransom of souls. 

From a wound of love this Divine Blood streams forth in glorious, 

grace-giving fountains. It is the redeeming Blood that flows from 
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the Sacred Side of Christ; It is the cleansing Blood that seeks to wash 
away the filth of sin; It is the fructifying Blood which is poured out 
to irrigate the soil of immortal souls; It is the vivifying Blood that 
gives new life to the tender shoots of virtue, that fills the veins and 
causes strong and vigorous growth, bringing forth bud and blossom 
and ripe fruit; It is the sanctifying Blood that wells up in thousands 
of chalices each morning to give the Divine life of Christ to souls, 
and to give it in all its abundance. 

Who of us, hearing this story, does not thrill with joy and love? 
There is not a soul now living, or that will live in future ages, for 
whom this story is not told. One generation after another appears 
in this world. And of all these human beings, not one, save the 
Virgin Mary, is born without the blight of original sin on his soul, 
not one is free from the evil consequences of this sin; not one with- 
out need of the only remedy which can heal the wounds of his soul — 
the Precious Blood. 

To redeem the souls of mankind, to open for us once more the 
gates of heaven, to regain the graces lost by our first parents, to procure 
for us manifold blessings, our Savior poured forth His Precious Blood 
unstintingly, to the very last drop. But even after Redemption, count- 
less millions of sins are committed each day, and millions of souls 
are still in need of salvation and sanctification. The Blood of Jesus 
still comes to the rescue. It comes in the sacraments with Its wonder- 
ful power of moral regeneration, and lo, sin and the contamination of 
sin are washed away in the Divine rain, and the barren earth is re- 
freshed and renewed by Its gentle dew. 

The Precious Blood ministers to us all. We all are in need of 
Its Divine healing and invigorating powers. The hundreds of millions 
of sinners need It for their cleansing; the countless souls in danger 
of grievous sin need It for their strengthening; the innumerable luke- 
warm Christians need It to reanimate their fervor; the hosts of souls 
striving after perfection need It for their perseverance; the hundreds 
of thousands dying daily need It for their sure pledge of salvation; 
the suffering souls in purgatory need It for the assuagement of their 
pain and for their entrance into paradise. 

Christ redeemed us by a single act— His Death upon the Cross. 
But the work of our sanctification is not completed by this unspeakable 
mystery. This work must and will be carried on continually till the 
end of time. All souls must share in Christ’s Redemption by hav- 
ing His merits applied to them, if they are to attain salvation. It 
is the office of the Holy Ghost to make this application of our Savior’s 
merits and graces, but the means He uses is the Precious Blood, applied 
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through the sevenfold stream of the sacraments and the holy Sacrifice 
of the Mass. The Precious Blood of Jesus, the Blood shed upon the 
Cross and mystically shed upon the altar, is the treasury of the Holy 
Ghost. The Sacrifice of the Cross is the fountainhead of all grace, 
the source of all spiritual aid. From it all graces receive their power 
and efficacy. The sacraments and the Mass transfer this inexhaustible 
fountain of grace and salvation from the past to the present, from a 
distance to our immediate presence. 

Holy Mass holds the first and most important place in this dis- 
pensation of grace, because of its relationship to the Sacrifice of the 
Cross. For this reason Holy Mass is the cherished means by which 
the Holy Ghost sanctifies souls. When the priest offers the Holy 
Sacrifice and elevates the Host and the Chalice, the Blood of Jesus is 
distilled like a gentle rain upon the souls of all present. Nor is Its 
gracious influence confined to the good and pious; It is extended also 
to sinners. It purifies and embellishes the souls of the just, and makes 
them fruitful in good works. If they are weak, It strengthens them; 
if they are threatened with temptation, It weakens the forces of evil; 
It effects in them all the good of which each one is capable. The 
Precious Blood seeks to convert those who are not Christians; It 
softens hard hearts; It corrects evil inclinations. To those who are 
enemies of God, It offers reconciliation and peace. For obdurate 
sinners, who refuse the proffered graces, the Precious Blood pleads 
with God and arrests the arm of His Justice. 

In the oblation of the Precious Blood lies our chief means of 
reparation. Its power and efficacy extends to sins, punishments and 
satisfaction. It appeases God’s anger on account of our sins and in- 
gratitude, and once His anger is appeased, we may hope through the 
power of the Precious Blood to obtain graces and favors from His 
mercy. We are all poor sinners, deserving of punishment rather than 
favors, but if we interpose the Blood of reconciliation between our- 
selves and God, the Heavenly Father cannot be otherwise than merciful 
to us. The life-giving stream of the Precious Blood, penetrating our 
hearts, obtains for us a lively grace of conversion, and a lively faith 
and confidence to urge us on to good. 

Christ came to conquer. He conquers by becoming man and 
shedding His Blood. The trophies of the Precious Blood are the souls 
saved and sanctified. In the secrecy of souls, the Precious Blood works 
hiddenly and there It achieves countless triumphs of grace which will 
never be known until the day of judgment. 

The pent-up love of the Heart of Jesus yearns for the oil of His 
Precious Blood to overflow the earth and spread the fire of love and 
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sanctity. Daily Jesus is offering the best He has, His life’s Blood, 
for the salvation of souls. With bleeding hands, as it were, He points 
out to us the harvest fields where souls “sit in darkness and the shadow 
of death.” The ransom for these souls is upon our altars. If they are 
not saved, it is because we are remiss in our oblation of the Precious 
Blood in their behalf. “It is to be feared,” said St. Mary Magdalen 
de Pazzi, “that the impenitence of sinners is in proportion to our idle- 
ness.” Qh, if we will but offer in their behalf the Precious Blood of 
our Savior, God will bestow countless and extraordinary graces 
through the merits of the Precious Blood, so that the prodigal children 
who have gone astray will be softened to repentance, the sorely tempted 
will be saved from falling, and untold glory will redound to God 
through the sanctification of souls. 

Since Holy Church sets aside the month of July for special de- 
votion to the Most Precious Blood, may every Christian, by the venera- 
tion and oblation of the Precious Blood, in thanksgiving, reparation 
and petition, particularly in the holy Sacrifice of the Mass, hasten 
Its triumph in souls and promote the coming of Christ’s Kingdom of 
love. 

et et oe 


Whbo Can Understand Sin? * 


KOKO 


APTISM, by its symbolism and the grace it produces, 
as St. Paul shows us, marks all our Christian life 
with the double character of “death to sin” and of 
“life for God.” It is true that Christianity is, proper- 
ly speaking, a life. “I came that they might have 
life,” our Savior tells us; it is the Divine life which 
flows into each of our souls from the Humanity of 

Christ where it is in its fulness. But this life does not develop in us 

without effort; the condition of its development is the destruction of 

what is opposed to it, that is to say, sin. Sin is the real obstacle that 
hinders the Divine life from developing and even from being maintained 
within us. 

But perhaps you will say: Has not baptism destroyed sin in us? 
Certainly it blots out original sin, and, when it is conferred on an 
adult, personal sins as well. It even remits the debt of sin; it produces 
in us “death to sin.” In God’s designs, this death is definitive; we 








*From “Christ, the Life of the Soul,’’ by Dom Columba Marmion, 
O.S.B. 
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ought not again to fall into sin. “We may no longer be slaves to sin” 
(Rom. vi. 6). 

However, baptism has not taken away concupiscence; this source 
of sin remains within us; God has willed it to be so. He has willed 
that our free choice should be exercised in the conflict and hence reap 
for us, as the Council of Trent says, “a full harvest of merits.” This 
“death of sin,” brought about in principle at baptism, becomes then 
for us a condition of life; we must weaken the action of concupiscence 
within us, as far as possible: it is at this price that the Divine life will 
develop in our soul and this will be in the same measure in which we 
renounce sin, habits of sin, and all attachment to it. 

One of the means of attaining this necessary destruction of sin is 
to hate it; we make no compact with an enemy that we hate. In order 
to have this hatred of sin, it is necessary to know its deep malice and 
infernal ugliness. But who can know the malice of sin? To be able 
to fathom it, we should have to know God Himself whom it offends, 
and that is why the Psalmist says: “Who can understand sin?” (Ps. 
xviii, 13.) 

Let us, however, endeavor by the light of reason, and above all, 
by revelation, to gain some idea of what sin is. Let us suppose a bap- 
tized soul that knowingly and voluntarily commits a grievous sin, that 
deliberately violates, in a grave matter, one of the Divine command- 
ments. What is it that the soul does? What becomes of it? We know 
that it displeases God; that it ranks itself among the enemies of Christ 
to crucify Him; finally, that it destroys the Divine life within itself. 
That is the work of its sin. 

Sin, it has been said, is “the evil of God.” This term is not, of 
course, to be taken to the letter, suffering being incompatible with the 
Divinity. Sin is God’s evil because it is the negation by the creature 
of the existence of God, of His truth, His sovereignty, His holiness, 
His goodness. This soul, of whom I have been speaking, in voluntarily 
performing an action contrary to God’s will, practically denies that 
God is sovereign wisdom and has the power to establish laws; it prac- 
tically denies that God is omnipotent and has the right of claiming 
the obedience of beings that receive their life from Him; it denies 
that God is supreme goodness, worthy of being preferred to all that 
is not Himself; it puts God beneath the creature. Non serviam: “I 
know Thee not, I will not serve Thee,” says the soul, repeating the 
words of Satan on the day of his revolt. Does it say them with its 
lips? No, at least not always; perhaps it would not like to do so, 
but it says them in act. Sin is the practical negation of the Divine 
perfections; it is the practical contempt of God’s rights: practically, 
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if such a thing were not rendered impossible by the nature of the 
Divinity, this soul would work evil to the Infinite Majesty and Good- 
ness; it would destroy God. 

And was it not this that happened? When God took to Himself 
a human form, did not sin slay Him? I have already said that the 
Passion of Christ is the most striking revelation of God’s love. “Greater 
love than this no one has” (John xv. 13). Neither is there a deeper 
revelation of the immense malice of sin. Let us for a few moments 
contemplate the sufferings that the Incarnate Word endured when the 
hour came for Him to expiate sin; we can hardly form any conjecture 
into what an abyss of agony and humiliation sin caused Him to descend. 

Christ Jesus is God’s own and only Son. In Him, His Father is 
well pleased; all the work of the Father is to glorify Him; for He is 
full of grace, grace superabounds in Him; He is a “High Priest, holy 
and innocent”; though He is like unto us, He however knows neither 
sin nor imperfection. “Which of you,” said He to the Jews, “shall 
convince Me of sin?” “The prince of this world (that is to say, Satan) 

. in Me hath not anything” (John xiv. 30). This is so true that in 
vain His most bitter enemies, the Pharisees, searched into His life, 
examined His doctrine, spied upon His actions, as hatred knows how 
to do, and sought to ensnare Him in His speech. They could find no 
pretext to condemn Him; in order to invent one, they had to have 
recourse to false witnesses. Jesus is purity itself, the reflection of His 
Father’s infinite perfections, “the brightness of His glory.” 

And behold how the Father dealt with His Son when the moment 
came for Jesus to pay in our place the debt due to justice for our sins; 
behold how the “Lamb of God” was stricken when He substituted 
Himself for sinners. The Eternal Father willed with that will which 
nothing can resist “to bruise Him in infirmity.” A flood of sadness, 
weariness, fear and languor enters even into the holy Soul of Jesus 
till His immaculate Body is bathed in a sweat of Blood. He is so dis- 
tressed and overwhelmed by the torrent of our iniquities that, in the 
repulsion felt by His sensible nature, He beseeches His Father that He 
may not drink the bitter chalice presented to Him: “Father, if Thou 
art willing, remove this cup from Me” (Luke xxii. 42). On the eve 
of His Passion at the Last Supper He had not spoken thus. “Volo, 
Pater, 1 will,” He then said to His Father, for He is His equal; but 
now, the sins of men which He has taken upon Him cover Him with 
shame and it is as a culprit He prays: “Father, if it be possible...” 
But it is the hour of justice, the hour when the Father wills to deliver 
up His own Son to the power of darkness. Betrayed by one of His 
Apostles, abandoned by the others, denied by their chief, Christ Jesus 
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becomes an object of mockery and outrage in the hands of valets. 
Behold Him, the Almighty God, struck with blows, His adorable Face, 
which is the joy of the saints, covered with spittle. He is scourged, 
a crown of thorns is pressed upon His Head, a purple mantle is flung 
in derision over His shoulders, a reed is placed in His hand; then the 
soldiers bend the knee before Him in insolent mockery. What an 
abyss of ignominy for One before whom the angels tremble! Con- 
template Him, the Master of the universe, treated as a malefactor and 
an impostor, placed on a level with an infamous robber whom the 
rabble prefers to Him! Behold Him, outlawed, condemned, fastened 
to the Cross between two thieves; enduring the agony of the nails 
being dug in His hands and feet and the torture of thirst! He sees 
the people He has laden with benefits wag their heads in scorn; He 
hears the malicious sarcasms of His enemies... “He saved others, 
Himself He cannot save. Let Him come down from the Cross and 
then, but only then, we will believe in Him.” 

Contemplate that picture of the sufferings of Christ traced long 
before by the prophet Isaias: “There is no beauty in Him, nor comeli- 
ness, and we have seen Him, and there was no sightliness that we 
should be desirous of Him. Despised and the most abject of men, a 
man of sorrows and acquainted with infirmity; and His look was as it 
were hidden and despised, whereupon we esteemed Him not. Surely 
He hath borne our infirmities and carried our sorrows; and we have 
thought Him as it were a leper and as one struck by God and afflicted. 
But He was wounded for our iniquities, He was bruised for our sins... 
The Lord hath laid on Him the iniquity of us all... He shall be led 
as a sheep to the slaughter, and shall be dumb before His shearer, and 
He shall not open His mouth... He is cut off out of the land of the 
living: for the wickedness of My people have I struck Him... and 
the Lord was pleased to bruise Him in infirmity...” (Isaias liii. 2-10). 

Is that enough? No, not yet. Our Divine Savior has not yet 
sounded the lowest depth of sorrow. O my soul, behold thy God hang- 
ing on the Cross. He has no longer even the semblance of humanity, 
He has become “the outcast of the people.” “I am a worm and no 
man, the reproach of men and the outcast of the people” (Ps. xxi. 7). 
His Body is but a single wound; His Soul has melted away, as it 
were, under suffering and derision. And at that moment, the Gospel 
tells us, Jesus cries out: “My God, my God, why hast Thou forsaken 
Me?” Jesus is abandoned by His Father. We can never know what 
an abyss of suffering was this abandonment of Christ by His Father; 
it is an unfathomable mystery. Jesus abandoned by His Father! Yet 
throughout His life has not Jesus always done His Father’s will? Has 
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He not fulfilled the mission He received of manifesting the Father’s 
name to the world? Is it not through love, — “that the world may 
know that I love the Father” (John xiv. 31), that He delivers Himself 
up? Most certainly, yes. Then wherefore, O Eternal Father, dost 
Thou thus strike Thy well-beloved Son? “For the wickedness of My 
people” (Isaias liii. 8). Christ, having at this moment delivered Him- 
self up for us, so as to give full and entire satisfaction for sin, the 
Father no longer sees in His Son anything except the sin which He has 
taken upon Himself to such a degree that this sin appears to be His 
own. “For our sakes He made Him to be sin, who knew nothing of sin, 
so that in Him we might become the justice of God” (2 Cor. v. 21). 
He is “made a curse for us” (Gal. iii. 13). His Father abandons 
Him, and although, at the summit of His being, Christ retains the in- 
effable joy of the Beatific Vision, this abandonment plunges His Soul 
into such profound sorrow that it wrings from Him this cry of infinite 
anguish: “My God, why hast Thou abandoned Me?” Divine Justice, 
giving itself free course to punish the sin of all mankind, has fallen 
like an impetuous torrent on God’s own Son: “He has not spared 
even His own Son, but has delivered Him for us all” (Rom. viii. 32). 

If we want to know what God thinks of sin, let us look at Jesus 
in His Passion. When we behold God strike His Son, whom He in- 
finitely loves, with the death of the Cross, we understand a little what 
sin is in God’s sight. One who deliberately commits sin brings his 
share to the sorrows and outrages which fell upon Christ. He has 
poured more bitterness into the chalice offered to Jesus in His agony. 
He was with Judas to betray Him; with the soldiery to spit into His 
Divine Face, to blindfold His eyes and strike Him; with Peter to deny 
Him; with Herod to turn Him into derision; with the rabble to clamor 
for His death; with Pilate cowardly to condemn Him by an iniquitous 
judgment; he was with the Pharisees to cover the dying Christ with 
the venom of their implacable hatred; with the Jews to mock and 
overwhelm Him with sarcasm. It was he who, at the supreme moment, 
gave Jesus gall and vinegar to assuage His thirst... A soul who refuses 
to submit to the Divine law, causes the death of the only Son of God, 
Christ Jesus. If one day we have had the unhappiness wilfully to 
commit a single mortal sin, we were this soul... We can say: “The 
Passion of Jesus was my work. O Jesus, nailed to the Cross, You 
are the holy and immaculate Priest, the innocent and spotless Victim — 
and I am a sinner... To. be continnsd 


Most Precious Blood of Jesus, cry to the Heavenly Father for 
mercy for us, and deliver us! 

















Owe — A isihedbiaw 


July 2d 


FTER receiving the message from the angel that her cous- 
in, Elizabeth, had been favored by God with the blessing 
of motherhood in spite of her advanced age, Our Blessed 
Lady, filled with heavenly bliss, felt urged to undertake 

the wearisome journey of three days in order to visit her. By a Divine 
inspiration the holy Mother of God understood what intimate relations 
the child of Elizabeth was to bear to her Divine Son as His future 
precursor, and also that her visit was destined in God’s providence to 
serve as the mediary of the special privilege of St. John in being sancti- 
fied in his mother’s womb. The Blessed Virgin therefore hastened on 
her way across the Judean hills to Hebron, a village not far from Jeru- 
salem, where Elizabeth and Zachary lived. She was accompanied by 
holy angels who adored her Child, and as she walked along, the sweet 
fragrance of her presence filled the hills and valleys. Constantly mind- 
ful of the precious treasure which she bore beneath her heart, she was 
unceasingly occupied with prayers of praise and thanksgiving. 

Upon entering the house of Zachary, Mary first humbly greeted 
her cousin, and her voice became the instrument of the Eternal Word, 
who made use of it to purify the soul of His precursor from original 
sin, to adopt him as a child of God, and to endow him richly with 
graces and virtues. From St. John, grace was in turn transmitted to 
Elizabeth, who, interiorly enlightened by the Holy Ghost, was made 
aware of the mystery of the incarnation, the sublime dignity of the 
Blessed Virgin and her inviolate, virginal purity. Filled with astonish- 
ment and reverence, she looked upon Mary and broke forth in holy 
jubilation: “Blessed art thou among women, and blessed is the Fruit 
of thy womb. And whence is this to me that the Mother of my Lord 
should come to me?” (Luke i. 42, 43.) 
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In deep humility and gratitude Our Lady in answer intoned the 
Magnificat, praising God for His justice and greatness, which He had 
shown by looking upon His lowly handmaid and imparting to her His 
Spirit and superabundant love. Yet in this hymn of praise she ac- 
knowledged that in spite of her lowliness she would be praised and 
declared blessed by all creatures because God had made her the gate 
through which all His mercies would be bestowed and through which 
all must pass in order to become partakers of the Divinity. 

The Magnificat was spoken for all generations. For all genera- 
tions, as well as for Elizabeth, did Our Blessed Lady declare herself 
the bearer of all graces and make known that through her the fountain 
of heavenly blessings flows in greatest abundance. In commemorating 
the feast of the Visitation, let us then beg her to visit our hearts and 
teach us how to spend our lives in devotion and love. With St. Eliza- 
beth, who first among all mankind loudly proclaimed her dignity, let 
us also acknowledge the greatness of her Motherhood and bless the 
Fruit of her womb, Jesus. Let us beg her to visit our homes and impart 
to them the graces that will make them the sanctified abode of Jesus. 
The fulness of grace enters the homes where Mary is honored, for she 
does not come alone. She brings Jesus with her, and where Jesus is, 
there is always light and warmth. In those homes the tasteless water 
of earthly pleasures is changed into the aromatic wine of Divine grace, 
and there the dry bread of sorrow is turned into the sweet manna of 
supernatural joy. Jesus brings salvation to those homes where His 
Mother is honored, even as His visit brought salvation to the publican, 
Zaccheus; He dispenses His mercy and grace as He did in the house of 
Simon, the Pharisee; He grants pardon and forgiveness of sin, He 
imparts love and instruction, and bestows His tender marks of friend- 
ship as He did in the house of Bethany. 








TO PRAISE AND THANK our dear Lord for the great gift of 
Redemption, wrought through His Precious Blood, and to implore 
blessings and graces for yourself and dear ones through the infinite 
merits of this sacred Blood, may we, in your name, place one Or more 
lighted candles before the Most Blessed Sacrament exposed in our four 
Eucharistic Sanctuaries during this month devoted to Its honor? 


For an offering of 50¢, a large wax candle will be burned a day and a 
night for your intention; for $3.50, one week, and for $12.00, an entire month. 


Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 
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Be Merciful, Even As Your Father Is Merciful 


0-0 O00 





i + N unceasing love, gently but powerfully, mildly but ir- 
{ resistibly, did the Divine Heart of Jesus pulsate from 
the first moment of His earthly life. It pulsated lovingly 
in the Child and in the Man, in the manger and on 
the Cross, when Mary nestled the smiling Babe on her 
bosom, and when the Beloved Disciple rested on the 
Savior’s Breast. Every motion of human affection found place in that 
Divine Heart. Its compassion was the source of the tears shed over 
unrepentant Jerusalem, of the drops of Blood that exuded from His 
Sacred Body during the Agony of Gethsemane, of the life-giving 
streams that gushed from His gaping Wounds on Calvary, and of that 
blessed Fountain of regeneration which was opened in His Sacred 
Side by the soldier’s spear. Every act of His life down to His bitter 
Death was an act of purest love. Yes, all He did and suffered, He 
did and suffered for love, love for each one of us individually, love 
for all mankind. We were all captives in the bonds of God’s enemy, 
the devil, and Jesus, because of His love for us, shed His Precious 
Blood and died upon the Cross, so that we might be released from 
our bondage. 

Thus freely did Jesus bestow upon us the priceless gift of Re- 
demption, but for our eternal salvation He requires something on our 
part: He requires our co-operation with the graces He imparts to us; 
He requires us to lead a Christian life, imitating His Divine example 
and carrying out His teachings in our daily words and acts. Now, 
one of the things which Jesus stressed in His sermons, more than any- 
thing else, was charity and mercy. Moreover, He gave us countless 
examples of charity and mercy in His own Divine life. 

St. John relates a story in his Gospel of a man lying at the pool 
of Bethsaida who for thirty-eight years had been suffering from a 
grievous malady. His limbs were lamed with palsy and he was in a 
helpless condition. At certain times an angel of the Lord descended 
into the pond and moved the waters, and the one who went down 
first into the pool after the motion of the waters was healed of his 
affliction. For many years this sick man had been waiting at the pool, 
seeking to be the first to enter the waters so that he might be healed. 
But alas, he could drag himself along only with great difficulty and 
he had no one to help him, so while he was striving to reach the pool 
after the moving of the waters, another less helpless than he would 
always reach the place before him. After these many years of waiting, 
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it happened that Jesus came up to Jerusalem for the feast of the Pass- 
over, and seeing the man’s pitiable condition, asked him if he wished 
to be cured. The man related the pitiful story of his vain attempts 
to reach the healing waters over a period of many years, because he 
had no one to help him get there. Then with tender compassion, 
Jesus said to him, “Rise, take up thy pallet and walk.” And at once 
the man was cured. (John v. 5-10.) 


The Most Helpless of the Helpless 


The helpless condition of the man at the pool of Bethsaida is 
analagous to that of the souls in purgatory. These souls are unable 
to do anything for their own relief, but suffer day and night, patiently 
waiting for someone to have compassion on them and to help them 
enter heaven. Jesus Himself desires to receive them into glory and 
to reward them for their faithfulness in His service, but His justice, 
which demands satisfaction, must delay their release. In His great 
mercy, He offers a powerful means of help, not by sending an angel 
to stir the waters, but by coming down Himself daily upon countless 
altars and in the holy Sacrifice of the Mass offering an infinite atone- 
ment through the waters of the Precious Blood, cleansing all to whom 
their infinite healing powers are applied. But as in the case of the 
helpless man at the pool of Bethsaida, there is needed someone to 
assist the poor souls to avail themselves of the infinite efficacy of the 
Precious Blood. Of themselves, they cannot do so. Like the sick man, 
many must languish for perhaps half a century, or even longer, waiting 
for someone’ to have compassion on their misery. 

Our Lord, through His Spouse, the Church, exhorts us to be 
merciful and charitable to the poor souls in purgatory, and to apply 
to them the saving waters of the Holy Sacrifice. He revealed to Saint 
Gertrude that one single petition of a confident heart would suffice 
to lessen the distance between the captive soul and God. Then how 
powerful must be the offering of His Precious Blood? Fervent 
Christian souls, let not these poor sufferers wait in vain for someone 
to come to their assistance. Like the angel of mercy who stirred the 
healing waters of Bethsaida, offer up the Precious Blood for the poor, 
forgotten sufferers of purgatory, at every Holy Mass at which you 
assist, and frequently during the day unite yourself in spirit to: the 
priests offering the Holy Sacrifice throughout the world, that Its healing 
balm may bring about their release. Then, when you stand before 
the judgment seat of God, you will have a special claim to His mercy 
because you have heeded the admonition: “Be merciful even as your 
Father is merciful” (Luke vi. 36). 
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The Mass, the Fountain of Graces 
Ke 


Of N OUR last issue we promised to share with our readers 
some more “crumbs” from the rich banquet table at which 

we feasted during the days of Rev. Father Mateo’s stay 
with us at Easter. We mentioned, in particular, his supreme devotion 
to the Mass, and the inspiring conference which he gave on this, his 
favorite subject. We shall now try to redeem our promise by giving 
some thoughts from this conference, and at the same time follow his 
exhortation to strive to instil a burning love for the Eucharistic Sacri- 
fice through the pages of our magazine. 

To Father Mateo, as to all zealous pastors and shepherds of souls, 
it is a source of deep concern and keen regret that the Mass is not 
sufficiently understood and appreciated, even by religious. “I am 
preaching the reign of the Sacred Heart,” he said, “but the reign of 
the Sacred Heart supposes an enlightened Eucharistic spirit, a full 
appreciation of Holy Mass. But alas, the full appreciation is not 
very often in the world, or even in religious communities. . . 

“One day a privileged soul said to Our Lord, ‘What could I offer 
Thee, Lord, for the glory of Thy Father, for Thy own glory, for my 
sanctification, for souls entrusted to me? Speak, Jesus — what could 
I offer?’ And Jesus answered, ‘One more Mass! For My Father, for - 
Me, for you, for souls — ONE MORE MASS! 

“It is very sad to avow that rather often we separate the Sacrifice 
of the Mass from the Sacrament of Holy Communion and from adora- 
tion. We even give the first place to Holy Communion. Lack of doctrine, 
lack of catechism! Holy Mass is the FOUNTAIN. Communion — 
beautiful, wonderful, is the torrent flowing from the fountain. — First, 
the Chalice; second, the altar rails. For many, very many, Holy Mass 
is but the beautiful liturgical ceremony — the door open, so to speak, 
to receive Jesus. They receive Holy Communion before Mass and 
then they leave before the Consecration. They did not assist at Mass. 
Why? Well, they came for Communion, not for Mass! For them the 
Mass counts not. Oh, what a pity, what a pity! 

“Without the holy Sacrifice of the Mass we would have neither 
the altar rails for Communion, nor the tabernacle for adoration. Keep, 
then, the doctrinal scale of values. FIRST, by far, the Chalice, and 
then the altar rails and the tabernacle. There is no Holy Mass without 
Communion — at least that of the priest; but there is neither Holy 
Communion for the priest nor for you without the fountain, the 


CHALICE — HOLY MASS. 
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“A great Archbishop I have known and admired very much, when 
organizing a Eucharistic Congress in his diocese, urged his priests to 
preach a mission in all the parishes and chapels to honor the Holy 
Eucharist. ‘But,’ said he, ‘if you preach ten times, you must preach 
at least eight times the Mass, and then two times Communion and 
adoration. Because if you preach principally on Communion and 
adoration, you will have many souls with a good will, but not Eucha- 
ristic souls, even though coming every morning. No, they cannot 
appreciate the altar rails, they cannot appreciate the monstrance, if 
they do not really appreciate the fountain — the Mass, the Chalice. 
— First, the Sacrifice, and then, completing the Sacrifice, crowning 
the Sacrifice, Holy Communion!’ — Oh, that was a wonderful Eucha- 
ristic Congress! They preached to the women and to the men and to 
the children, in the schools, and to the crowds — Mass, Holy Mass, 
daily Mass. That is Christianity! That is the reign of the Sacred 
Heart!” 

In this connection, Rev. Father related an amusing but beautiful 
little anecdote. Three monks who had taken part in preaching on Holy 
Mass were returning to their monastery. In passing through the village, 
they saw two little boys, six or seven years old, playing by the roadside. 
Catching sight of the priests, one of the boys ran to a little house 
nearby shouting, “Mamma, Mamma, come immediately: Three Masses 
passing down the road!” — How well the little boys had grasped 
their lesson! 

“What is the holy Sacrifice of the Mass?” Rev. Father continued. 
— “It is Christ, the Man-God, Son of God and Son of Mary, adoring 
and praising God the Father at the altar with you and in your name. 
A God praising a God, a God adoring a God! 

“What is Holy Mass? Holy Mass is Christ, the Man-God, Son of 
God and Son of Mary, the Victim of Calvary, offering at the altar the 
only perfect, Divine atonement for all the crimes of mankind, for all 
your sins, with you and for you. 

“What is Holy Mass? Holy Mass is Christ, the Man-God, Son 
of God and Son of Mary, offering on the Calvary of the altar the 
thanksgiving due to God His Father — the only Divine, perfect atone- 
ment and thanksgiving, with you and for you. 

“What is Holy Mass? Holy Mass is Christ, the Judge of the 
living and the dead, the Man-God, Son of God and Son of Mary, 
impetrating with you and for you a deluge of blessings, a deluge of 
graces, with the power of His Wounds, with the power of His Cross 
and the power of His Blood, with the power of His Sacrifice. That 
is why we say SACRIFICE of Mass. 
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“Then we can say doctrinally that Holy Mass is— oh, what a 
wonderful thing — daily Christmas. The crib is the altar, but the 
hands of Our Lady are my hands — the hands of the priest... He is 
born, He is there, the same Jesus! there is but one Jesus. Christmas, 
Incarnation, every day. And something else — the Last Supper. ‘Do 
this in My Name and for My glory, to commemorate My Death. Say 
with Me, by My lips —TI will be your power: This is My Body, this 
is My Blood. Take, eat and drink!’... The Last Supper — and Cal- 
vary, Calvary! There is but one Victim. His name, Jesus, means 
Savior. Wounded to death, the blood flowing from His wounds. The 
Wound is He Himself from His head to His feet... the same Jesus, 
Crucified, Crucified. At the altar we have the adorable Victim of 
Calvary, but with one difference: His wounds are glorious. He keeps 
His Wounds, but His Wounds are the sunshine of paradise. The hands 
pierced, the feet pierced, the Side open. The victim of Calvary, 
exactly, but risen and glorious —a glorious Victim. 

“And something else. I think we can say also that the Sacrifice 
of the Mass is the feast of the Ascension. Not only Christmas, not only 
the Last Supper, not only Calvary, but also the Ascension. He says 
to us: “Come, My little ones, filioli, come, take these wings, My arms; 
let us go to see, to embrace, to kiss the feet of My Father and your 
Father.’ He takes us — He is lifted up, and we in His arms, in His 
Sacred Heart... That is the Ascension! Then He says: ‘Now, Father, 
look at My little ones. They love You in My Sacred Heart; they bless 
You with My lips; they adore You with My Wounds. May I command? 
Send the Paraclete!’ — Pentecost. 

“That is why the Church says officially that Holy Mass is the 
official, the ineffable, the Divine Prayer, reaching always the throne of 
the Father and the Blessed Trinity; the only Divine Prayer, omnipotent. 
Why? It is God praising God, it is God adoring God, it is God 
thanking God, it is God offering atonement, impetrating, blessing. The 
Father cannot say, ‘Wait!’ No—then Jesus would not be God. He 
is God as well as the Father. His is the only powerful prayer, reach- 
ing the throne of the Trinity. Oh, what a wonderful thing. You will 
find that in the Preface of the Mass: ‘Per quem laudant angeli — 
through Him the angels and archangels, the principalities and thrones, 
praise God.’ Even being angels, their prayers would not reach the 
Trinity. They must pass through the lips and wounds of the Man-God, 
the Mediator between heaven and earth. 

“Now you will say, but what is the beautiful part reserved for 
Holy Communion? — Holy Communion is the sharing of the Chris- 
tian, the sharing of all the faithful, in that Sacrifice of the Lamb. Do 
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“A great Archbishop I have known and admired very much, when 
organizing a Eucharistic Congress in his diocese, urged his priests to 
preach a mission in all the parishes and chapels to honor the Holy 
Eucharist. ‘But,’ said he, ‘if you preach ten times, you must preach 
at least eight times the Mass, and then two times Communion and 
adoration. Because if you preach principally on Communion and 
adoration, you will have many souls with a good will, but not Eucha- 
ristic souls, even though coming every morning. No, they cannot 
appreciate the altar rails, they cannot appreciate the monstrance, if 
they do not really appreciate the fountain — the Mass, the Chalice. 
— First, the Sacrifice, and then, completing the Sacrifice, crowning 
the Sacrifice, Holy Communion!’ — Oh, that was a wonderful Eucha- 
ristic Congress! They preached to the women and to the men and to 
the children, in the schools, and to the crowds — Mass, Holy Mass, 
daily Mass. That is Christianity! That is the reign of the Sacred 
Heart!” 

In this connection, Rev. Father related an amusing but beautiful 
little anecdote. Three monks who had taken part in preaching on Holy 
Mass were returning to their monastery. In passing through the village, 
they saw two little boys, six or seven years old, playing by the roadside. 
Catching sight of the priests, one of the boys ran to a little house 
nearby shouting, “Mamma, Mamma, come immediately: Three Masses 
passing down the road!” — How well the little boys had grasped 
their lesson! 

“What is the holy Sacrifice of the Mass?” Rev. Father continued. 
— “It is Christ, the Man-God, Son of God and Son of Mary, adoring 
and praising God the Father at the altar with you and in your name. 
A God praising a God, a God adoring a God! 

“What is Holy Mass? Holy Mass is Christ, the Man-God, Son of 
God and Son of Mary, the Victim of Calvary, offering at the altar the 
only perfect, Divine atonement for all the crimes of mankind, for all 
your sins, with you and for you. 

“What is Holy Mass? Holy Mass is Christ, the Man-God, Son 
of God and Son of Mary, offering on the Calvary of the altar the 
thanksgiving due to God His Father — the only Divine, perfect atone- 
ment and thanksgiving, with you and for you. 

“What is Holy Mass? Holy Mass is Christ, the Judge of the 
living and the dead, the Man-God, Son of God and Son of Mary, 
impetrating with you and for you a deluge of blessings, a deluge of 
graces, with the power of His Wounds, with the power of His Cross 
and the power of His Blood, with the power of His Sacrifice. That 
is why we say SACRIFICE of Mass. 
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“Then we can say doctrinally that Holy Mass is— oh, what a 
wonderful thing — daily Christmas. The crib is the altar, but the 
hands of Our Lady are my hands — the hands of the priest... He is 
born, He is there, the same Jesus! there is but one Jesus. Christmas, 
Incarnation, every day. And something else —the Last Supper. ‘Do 
this in My Name and for My glory, to commemorate My Death. Say 
with Me, by My lips—I will be your power: This is My Body, this 
is My Blood. Take, eat and drink!’... The Last Supper — and Cal- 
vary, Calvary! There is but one Victim. His name, Jesus, means 
Savior. Wounded to death, the blood flowing from His wounds. The 
Wound is He Himself from His head to His feet... the same Jesus, 
Crucified, Crucified. At the altar we have the adorable Victim of 
Calvary, but with one difference: His wounds are glorious. He keeps 
His Wounds, but His Wounds are the sunshine of paradise. The hands 
pierced, the feet pierced, the Side open. The victim of Calvary, 
exactly, but risen and glorious —a glorious Victim. 

“And something else. I think we can say also that the Sacrifice 
of the Mass is the feast of the Ascension. Not only Christmas, not only 
the Last Supper, not only Calvary, but also the Ascension. He says 
to us: ‘Come, My little ones, filioli, come, take these wings, My arms; 
let us go to see, to embrace, to kiss the feet of My Father and your 
Father.’ He takes us — He is lifted up, and we in His arms, in His 
Sacred Heart... That is the Ascension! Then He says: ‘Now, Father, 
look at My little ones. They love You in My Sacred Heart; they bless 
You with My lips; they adore You with My Wounds. May I command? 
Send the Paraclete!’ — Pentecost. 

“That is why the Church says officially that Holy Mass is the 
official, the ineffable, the Divine Prayer, reaching always the throne of 
the Father and the Blessed Trinity; the only Divine Prayer, omnipotent. 
Why? It is God praising God, it is God adoring God, it is God 
thanking God, it is God offering atonement, impetrating, blessing. The 
Father cannot say, ‘Wait!’ No—then Jesus would not be God. He 
is God as well as the Father. His is the only powerful prayer, reach- 
ing the throne of the Trinity. Oh, what a wonderful thing. You will 
find that in the Preface of the Mass: ‘Per quem laudant angeli — 
through Him the angels and archangels, the principalities and thrones, 
praise God.’ Even being angels, their prayers would not reach the 
Trinity. They must pass through the lips and wounds of the Man-God, 
the Mediator between heaven and earth. 

“Now you will say, but what is the beautiful part reserved for 
Holy Communion? — Holy Communion is the sharing of the Chris- 
tian, the sharing of all the faithful, in that Sacrifice of the Lamb. Do 
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you remember when Jesus, already dying— in full agony, said, 
‘Consummatum est — It is finished’? Well, Holy Communion is for 
you the realization of those words. Holy Communion is the ‘It is 
finished’ of the Sacrifice — the Sacrifice already offered by the Victim, 
Jesus. And then you come and share in that praise, in that atonement, 
in that thanksgiving, in that sacrifice, by your Communion, drinking 
from His Wounds, drinking that Blood, eating that Flesh that was torn 
and sacrificed for you and for me... The Sacrifice is now complete — 
crowned with your Communion. That is really the full sharing in 
the Sacrifice by the faithful... 

“You read sometimes in good texts of catechisms or spiritual 
books about the Mass, you read that the Mass is the renewal of the 
Sacrifice of Calvary. Is that exact? No, no; it is not exact. There 
is another term that could render the doctrine better; but this is very 
difficult to be translated into words, because this is a wonderful mys- 
tery. Renewal — that means another one— isn’t it so? I finished 
a lecture yesterday; I repeat the same today; that is a renewal. I have 
the same notes; I renew. Is that the Mass? One Mass, and then two 
Masses, ten Masses, and one hundred Masses; is that the same? No, 
no. There are not one hundred, there are not one thousand, there are 
not one million, there are not ten million Masses, no. There is ONE 
Mass — the Mass celebrated by the Pontiff Jesus on,Calvary on Good 
Friday. That same one, exactly, is prolonged at the altar through the 
centuries, 

“The sun created by God — suppose a hundred million years ago 
— the sun you see, is it the renewal of that sun? No. It is the pro- 
longing of the same sun since a hundred million years through the 
centuries, the same, the same sun. So too, the Mass. That Sun of 
glory is the Son of God, Christ, the Victim on Calvary. He celebrated 
one Mass and that one Mass, exactly that one Mass, is the one I cele- 
brated this morning and will celebrate tomorrow; and the last priest 
that will celebrate the last Mass before the last judgment will be cele- 
brating the one, first, first and last Mass, celebrated by Christ our Lord 
at 3 o'clock on Good Friday... A renewal? No. One and only one; 
—the Risen Victim, but the same Victim; the Risen Mediator, but the 
same Mediator; the Risen Pontiff, but the same Pontiff.” 

Father Mateo then related how on one occasion he was privileged 
to witness the miracle of the liquefaction of the blood of St. Januarius 
in Naples. There was great excitement and enthusiasm among the 
crowd thronging the church when the dry, black, almost revolting, 
mass of blood became a bright red fluid and seethed in the crystal as 
if newly shed. Cries of “Vive, St. Januarius!” filled the church, the 
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bells were rung, and a Te Deum was sung in gratitude to God for the 
miracle. Father Mateo too was thrilled by the extraordinary occurrence, 
for the supernatural was very evident. But his emotion lasted only a 
few moments, for he said to himself, “This is certainly supernatural, 
this is a miracle, it is wonderful — but what is it compared to my 
chalice in daily Mass? Nothing — a plaything...” and his emotion 
vanished. In the scale of values, he said, we must recognize that there 
are first class miracles, second class miracles and third class miracles. 
The first class, by far, is the Chalice — Holy Mass; the second class, the 
conversion of a St. Paul or a St. Augustine; the third class, a miracle 
such as the liquefaction of the blood of St. Januarius. And yet how 
many, lacking in faith, would rush to see a miracle like the latter, 
perhaps even missing Mass in order to do so. For a little flower, they 
miss the sun; for a little lamp, they miss the stars! What is that little, 
little miracle, compared with the MASS, with your Mass this morning? 

Drawing from his rich treasury of experience to illustrate and 
emphasize his points, Rev. Father related, among others, this very 
remarkable occurrence. On one occasion when he was offering the 
Holy Sacrifice somewhere in France, there was present in the congre- 
gation an avowed unbeliever, who openly scoffed at those kneeling in 
worship, and by his sneering expréssion and remarks gave great dis- 
edification to those around him. But lo, at the consecration of the 
Mass a marvelous change came over him. He gazed wide-eyed at 
the altar and, in great agitation, fell on his knees, struck his breast, 
uttered sighs and exclamations and gave evidence that something ex- 
traordinary was happening. When the Mass was ended he made his 
way hurriedly to the sacristy, and trembling and weeping, questioned 
Father Mateo as to what he had been doing at the altar. So great was 
his emotion that he could hardly express a coherent thought. But by 
patient questioning and prompting, Father Mateo finally drew from him 
the cause of his agitation. He had seen Father enter the sanctuary 
from the sacristy, pray at the foot of the altar, and proceed with the 
Mass until the moment of the consecration. Then suddenly, when the 
Sacred Host was upraised at the consecration, he saw in place of Rev. 
Father at the altar, — to use his own expression — a wonderful person, 
of majestic beauty, with arms outstretched, with blood streaming from 
wounds in His hands and side, His eyes closed, His lips moving as if 
in prayer—a wonderful, wonderful person—of such marvelous 
beauty that no artist could paint his portrait. Then, after ten minutes. 
or so (when the Sacred Species had been consumed) he saw Father 
Mateo again at the altar, and the marvelous person had disappeared. 
A little instruction on the part of Father Mateo convinced him of 
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of the identity of the wonderful person he had seen at the altar, and 
from that time the man again embraced the Catholic Faith, which he 
had abandoned in early youth. 

This example Rev. Father related to us, he said, to rekindle our 
faith and love and admiration for the Mass, which should be growing 


On the Calvary 
of the altar the 
Divine Victim of- 
fers the same ob- 
lation of Himself 
which He offered 
on Calvary on 
Good Friday. 
This picture beau- 
tifully expresses 
this mystery, and 
is one of Father 


Mateo’s favorites. 





constantly, as a flame, never giving way to routine because of daily 
participation in the celebration of the Holy Sacrifice. 


Co-Celebrants of the Mass 


In his ingenious way, Rev. Father Mateo likes to confront his 
audience with catchy questions, which he usually answers quite 
promptly himself lest there be any embarrassment. With a twinkle in 
his eye, he remarked: “Now, something very practical and very beau- 
tiful: How many celebrants are there at the altar? One? No, no. 
Celebrants, please how many? THREE! That is doctrine. Who 
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are they? The first, the Pontiff, Jesus; the second, the priest — alter 
Christus; the third, you. There are three celebrants at Mass, always, 
always. If I meet you in the corridor tomorrow, let us say at about 
7 o’clock, going for your Mass, if I ask you: ‘Sister, where are you 
going?’ Don’t say, ‘I am going to assist at Mass.’ That is English, 
but that is not catechism. How must you give the answer? ‘I am 
going to co-celebrate the Mass with the priest and with Jesus.’ You do 
not assist, you are not guests, you are not mere witnesses... With 
Our Lady and Magdalen on Calvary, you are co-celebrating, not assist- 
ing, not witnessing, not guests at a banquet, but sharing the banquet 
through Communion, and celebrating Holy Mass. Do you know why 
the Church always exacts an altar boy or someone taking the place 
of the altar boy during Mass? To pass the wine and water? No. You 
could put the wine and water on the altar. Why is the altar boy re- 
quired? Why? Why? Because the altar boy represents the people, 
the third celebrant. There is always a third celebrant, always. That 
is why the priest says, ‘Orate fratres — Pray, brethren, that my sacrifice 
and yours—and YOURS — may be acceptable to God the Father.’ 
Your and my sacrifice — I, the priest, am co-celebrating with the Pon- 
tiff, Jesus, and you with me, the third celebrant. Not mere witnesses, 
no, no! 

“And if it is true that the people are not only assisting but cele- 
brating Mass with the priest and with Christ, then I say — insistently, 
repeatedly, eloquently, then, no private devotions during Mass. No 
Rosary during Mass, no novenas during Mass, no St. Anthony, no St. 
Joseph, no private prayers during the Mass. Only the missal, the 
missal — the same hymn with Christ and the Church. Take this com- 
parsion. What would you say —a preacher is invited to address an 
audience and he is in the pulpit, he is ready to start his sermon, and 
then all the people take a book and start to read. Would he not say, 
‘Well, read! I will clear out. Your sermon is your book.’ Yet, what 
is the priest preaching in comparison with the presence of Christ our 
Lord on the altar? When they have a novena, or the Rosary, Our 
Lady would say: ‘Badly educated!’ She is sorrowful, she is sad. 
‘They do not know their catechism.’ You know the Mass is addressed 
only to the Trinity. You could not address the Mass to Our Lady, or 
to St. Joseph, or St. Benedict, or the Little Flower. They cannot accept 
to interrupt the wonderful, official Divine prayer with private prayer!” 

“Do you imagine,” continued Rev. Father, “St. John on Calvary 
talking to Our Lady? Our Lady would have said: ‘Hush, hush, 
please, John! He is dying, He is in agony for you and for me. Please, 
your eyes, your tongue, your heart, there, there!’ The Mass is not 
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offered to Our Lady or to St. Joseph; only to the Trinity, to the Trinity! 
When we mention Our Lady, or St. Joseph, or the saints during Mass, 
we only mention them.” 

To encourage us to live throughout the day the wonderful grace of 
our daily Mass, Rev. Father recommended that we offer frequently 
what he ingeniously terms the “Mass of St. John.” It is the Mass, 
he says, that Jesus offered at the Last Supper, and that John offered 
for Our Lady. “What is it— Jesus’ Mass? St. John’s Mass? Three 
prayers. The offering of bread and wine; then, the consecration — 
‘This is My Body, this is My Blood,’ and then Holy Communion.” 
These prayers, he said, are the substance of the Mass. “Learn by heart 
these three short wonderful prayers, and then, I should say, celebrate 
Mass the whole day — when going from one place to another, or when 
waking at night, or when you have a little free time, uniting your 
prayers with the priests celebrating Mass throughout the world. Then, 
your life and your death will be a holy Sacrifice of the Mass.” This 
practice Rev. Father recommended as very consoling and fruitful for 
the sick and for those who spend sleepless hours during the night. 

“You will be wonderful adorers,” Rev. Father said, ‘in the measure 
you live the grace of your daily Mass.” And he urged us never to 
miss a Mass which we might have an opportunity to attend. Speaking 
to the Sisters in the infirmary on another occasion, he urged them most 
strongly never to miss Mass, even if they had to drag themselves to 
the chapel. At times during his stay in Chicago, he has had the 
opportunity of following eight or ten Masses a day — a most marvel- 
ous privilege — but one of which many perhaps would not care to 
avail themselves. He urged us daily to place all our miseries, our 
weaknesses, our shortcomings, in the chalice, to be blotted out in the 
Precious Blood of Jesus; to place there our thanksgivings, our peti- 
tions and our reparations, to be made perfect by union with the all- 
holy Sacrifice of Christ; and to do this, not only at Holy Mass in the 
morning, but frequently during the day, uniting in spirit with the 
priests then offering Holy Mass. This, he said, would be a source 
of immense consolation at the hour of death, and an unfailing means of 
vanquishing the devil who in that decisive hour will employ all his 
wiles to frighten the soul and plunge it into despair. 


The “Feast” of the Blessed Trinity 


The mystery of the Holy Trinity is so great, so sublime, so mar- 
velously great, said Rev. Father, that the Church cannot worthily cele- 
brate a feast in Its honor. The only worthy “feast” of the Trinity, 
he said, is the celebration of Mass. “We calculate that we are, more or 
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less, 400,000 priests in the world; then 400,000 Masses; 400,000 feasts 
of the Trinity. Who celebrates that feast? The King, the Pontiff, the 
Mediator — Christ. He is the cithara, the harp, vibrating, chanting 
‘Hosanna!’ and through Him and with Him and in Him, the triumphant 
Church in heaven, the suffering Church in purgatory and the militant 
Church here on earth; through Him, with Him and in Him, the Mass, 
the daily Mass, is the daily wonderful feast of the Blessed Trinity. 
All creation chants a hymn to the Creator: the birds and beasts chant 
to the Creator; the trees and the flowers chant to the Creator; the sun, 
the moon, the stars, chant to the Creator; men, kneeling, chant to the 
Creator; the angels, kneeling, chant to the Creator; Our Lady, kneel- 
ing, chants to the Creator. But lo, there is someone else who is going 
to chant. Who? Who? — The Harp — cithara— Jesus! Where? 
On the altar, vested as Pontiff, with the mitre of thorns, Christ the 
King, Christ the Pontiff, Christ the Mediator. What does He say? Oh, 
what is that hymn of creation in comparison? All keep silent. He is 
saying, ‘Glory to the Father, glory to the Son, glory to the Holy Ghost, 
Alleluia!’ And the Church replies, ‘Alleluia, Hosanna, Hosanna!’ 
That is heaven on earth; that is Holy Mass. 

“You will sing tomorrow (in heaven) that hymn of creation with 
the angels and archangels, with the saints and with the King of saints. 
Let us start here on earth in the Mass, the hymn, the hymn to the 
Creator, to the Trinity, to the THREE — the great, wonderful hymn: 
‘Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy Ghost,’ 
through Him, in Him and with Him. . Amen.” 


The “Mass of St. Jobn’’ 


(As suggested by Rev. Father Mateo) 


IVE the grace of your daily Mass, uniting yourself very frequently 

during the day or during the night with the priests then offering 
the Holy Sacrifice, by the official prayers of the Offertory, the Consecra- 
tion and Communion, which are the essence of the holy Sacrifice of 
the Mass, for the glory of the Blessed Trinity, through Jesus Christ, 
with Jesus Christ and in Jesus Christ, our Lord. 


OFFERTORY: Receive, O holy Father, almighty and eternal God, this 

spotless Host, which I, Thy unworthy servant, offer 
unto Thee, my living and true God, for my own countless sins, offenses 
and negligences, and for all here present, as also for all faithful Chris- 
tians, living and dead, that it may avail both for my own and for 
their salvation unto life everlasting. Amen. 


We offer unto Thee, O Lord, the chalice of salvation, beseeching 
Thy clemency that, in the sight of Thy Divine Majesty, it may ascend 
with the odor of sweetness, for our salvation and for that of the whole 
world. Amen. 
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CONSECRATION: Who, the day before He suffered, took bread into 

his holy and venerable hands, and with eyes lifted 
up toward heaven, unto Thee, O God, His almighty Father, giving 
thanks to Thee, He blessed, broke and gave to His disciples, saying: 
Take and eat ye all of this, FOR THIS IS MY BODY. 


In like manner, after He had supped, taking also this excellent 
chalice into His holy and venerable hands, and giving thanks to Thee, 
He blessed and gave it to His disciples, saying: Take and drink ye 
all of this, FOR THIS IS THE CHALICE OF MY BLOOD, OF THE 
NEW AND ETERNAL TESTAMENT, THE MYSTERY OF FAITH, 
WHICH SHALL BE SHED FOR YOU AND FOR MANY UNTO THE 
REMISSION OF SINS. 


As often as ye shall do these things, ye shall do them in remem- 
brance of Me. 


COMMUNION: Lord, I am not worthy that Thou shouldst enter under 
my roof; say but the word and my soul shall be 
healed. (3 times) (Receive Holy Communion spiritually.) 


May the Body and the Blood of our Lord Jesus Christ preserve 
my soul unto life everlasting. Amen. 





Che Solemnity of St. Benedict (July 1) 


NOTE of sadness will pervade the celebration of the Solemnity 
of St. Benedict this year, because Monte Cassino, the mother 
abbey and cradle of the Order, lies in ruins — a prey to the 

cruel rigors of military necessity. The grief which filled the hearts, not 
only of Benedictines but of all devout Christians, at the sad fate of 
Cassino, has not yet subsided, but there is the consoling hope that when 
the war with its terrible force of destruction has at last spent itself, this 
sacred monument of Christian culture will rise again from its ruins, 
like the mythical phoenix which rises new-born from its ashes. 
Those who devised the abbey’s coat-of-arms must have been gifted 
with prophetic vision, as the history of the abbey seems to prove. This 
symbolic device bears the emblem of an oak stump putting forth new 
shoots, and bears the inscription: SUCCISA VIRESCIT — “Though 
cut down, it grows anew.”’ The oft-repeated verification of this motto 
gives hope that it will be verified again in the years to come. But 
whatever the fate of the abbey itself, there is the consoling truth that 
the spirit of St. Benedict lives on in his sons and daughters, and, please 
God, it shall never be extinguished by the ravages of war or persecution. 
Let it be our earnest prayer, on the feast of St. Benedict’s Solem- 
nity, that this spirit may continue to grow and flourish throughout the 
world, and that through the years to come the monks and nuns of the 
Benedictine Order may, in the spirit of their Holy Rule, continue to 
lead souls in the way of peace and themselves scale the heights of per- 
fection in the fulfilment of the sublime motto of their holy founder: 


“THAT GOD MAY BE GLORIFIED IN ALL THINGS!” 
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Tim O’Fallon’s Four-leaf Clover 
EE 


IM O’Fallon, was a native of Ireland. One needed only to 
see him and hear him speak to know in what land his 
blue eyes first saw the light of day. His ancestors had 
been well situated and had belonged to the Irish provincial 
nobility, but the descendants had become so poor that when 
Tim was born his parents had nothing left which they could 
call their own except a poor hut, a small piece of ground 

on which they could raise enough potatoes to support the five mem- 
bers of the family, and those stock animals indispensable to the house- 
hold of a poor Irishman, a cow and a few pigs. 

Tim’s father had died when Tim, the youngest of the family, was 
still a mere baby. His mother, left a widow at the age of twenty-six, 
had tried with true Christian industry and motherly love to lead her 
children on the path of virtue and thrift. But a contagious disease 
snatched her away when Tim was scarcely eleven years old, an age 
when boys have special need of a mother’s watchful care. 

And so Tim was an orphan. Poor boy! Dependent on the charity 
of his relatives, who were themselves poor, Tim found himself obliged 
to seek shelter first with one and then with another. Neglected by all, 
he often wandered about for days without sufficient nourishment. 

On the Easter Sunday following his mother’s death he received 
his first Holy Communion. All the kind admonitions and the tender 
words of farewell of his dear departed mother revived in Tim’s memory 
and he spent the day with a glowing childlike fervor, his ardent 
devotion evincing the full strength of the faith of the Irish. An angel 
of purity and sweetness, he knelt at his place after returning from the 
Holy Table, with a devotion and recollection all unmindful of the 
world. Many a pious mother who saw him that day whispered to 
her neighbor, “‘Ah, he will certainly be a priest some day.”’ 

This had indeed been the most ardent wish of Tim’s mother. 
She had dedicated him to God and to the Blessed Virgin on the day 
of his baptism. She had often spoken to him of her heart’s desire 
and although on account of her poverty she did not know how this 
was ever to be accomplished, she did not lose courage or hope. In 
her conversations with him she always came back to her ardent wish 
and would encouragingly remark to Tim: “Be at peace, my boy. It 
will all come out all right, though we do not know how. God has 
more means and ways than old Ireland has four-leaf clovers.’’ 

Perhaps on account of these words of his dear mother a deep 
veneration for the four-leaf clover had sprung up in the heart of Tit. 
He often wore one in the buttonhole of his threadbare coat, put one 
behind the dark brown frame of the picture of the Madonna or behind 
the small black crucifix hanging above the bed of his mother, whilst 
remarking: “Another way to the Heart of God!” And smiling, his 
mother would reply: ‘‘Much luck to you, my son!”’ 

Thus the years passed. Tim’s prospect of becoming a priest 
diminished. For, because of his mother’s early death his education had 
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been neglected, and he was hardly able to read or write. Discourage- 
ment seized him. Then one day he became conscious that he was 
looked upon as a beggar and a burden, and he could stand it no 
longer. An oOverpowering sense of honor surged up within him. 
“No!” he cried, “the world is larger than Ireland! Why should I 
stay here any longer? In America, it is said, gold is to be found 
even in the dust of the streets. One only needs to bend down and 
pick it up. There I shall try to find my luck. Then perhaps I shall 
yet become a priest!’’ 

Reanimated with hope he went to church the following morning 
to assist at Holy Mass for his dear parents for the last time in his 
native country. He then hastened to the cemetery, to pay a farewell 
visit to their graves. He had always taken care of the graves and 
adorned them as well as he could with a tender and childlike love. 
Out of rude pieces of board, he had, with much labor, constructed a 
cross, and with a soft red piece of tile had written upon it the letters 
R. 1. P., which he had copied from a tombstone nearby without sur- 
mising their deep and beautiful significance. They must signify some- 
thing good, he supposed. 

No day had passed since the death of his mother without his 
hastening to the quiet cemetery with some decorations, beautiful at 
least according to his views, for the graves of his beloved parents. 
They were usually flowers in the summer time and a branch of holly 
or mistletoe in the winter. Today he had brought the flower-cups of 
the wild morning star, filled with holy water from the large font at 
the church door. Devoutly kneeling down to pray, and sprinkling 
himself with the holy water, he poured the rest on the two mounds 
of sod, beneath which rested his dearest treasures on earth. ‘‘Mother,”’ 
he cried, placing his folded hands on the grave of his mother, ‘‘Mother, 
your Tim will be a priest and you will bless him when he stands at 
the altar wearing the sacred vestments like those Father Malony wears. 
Goodbye, dearest Mother! I am going to America, and the first four- 
leaf clover I find in that country shall be to me a sign of a blessing 
from you and St. Patrick.” 


Another short, fervent prayer, a last look at the two mounds, a 
silent farewell to his native village, and Tim trudged away. No one 
knew that he was going. No one knew where he was going. 


Poor Tim! — The trip was more difficult than he thought. When 
finally, on the afternoon of the third day, he spied from a distance 
the large masts and smoke stacks ef the ocean steamer, his strength 
was almost spent and his feet were sore from his long tramp. He had 
begged for something to eat on the way and had slept wherever he 
could find shelter. And now he heaved a sigh, for he thought he was 
at the end of his difficulties. But alas! new ones presented themselves. 
No one wished to grant him free passage — and where could he get 
money for it? Finally, on account of his earnest pleadings, a good- 
natured sailor promised to smuggle him on board provided he would 
behave himself well. Tim gladly gave his promise and kept it so well 
that the captain, upon landing in New York, offered him a position 
as cabin boy. But Tim’s wishes were of a different nature, and God’s 
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designs, too, were otherwise. Tim took leave of his new friends, and, 
thanking them kindly, started out on his way to look for work. He 
looked for the gold that was to be found in the dust of the streets 
and for which one needed only to stoop. He saw no trace of it, but 
quickly consoled himself with the thought that perhaps later he would 
find some. 

The farther Tim went, the denser became the throng, and the 
louder the noise of the great metropolis. Yet no one seemed to have 
any need of his services. No one heeded his pleadings for work. There 
was not a penny in the pockets of the clothes he wore, from which 
already his elbows and knees were peeping out, and these were his sole 
possession save for an old straw hat with a torn and tattered rim. The 
whole afternoon he wandered about hungry and so utterly exhausted 
that he felt about ready to die. Suddenly he heard the sound of a bell 
near by. Another and another followed. Was not this the sweet call 
to praise the Heavenly Queen — the Angelus? —- But why was it not 
heeded? — “Oh,” sighed Tim sadly, “people here do not think of our 
dear Lord and His Blessed Mother!’”’ Unmindful of those passing he 
knelt on the church steps, and, laying his hat down beside him, de- 
voutly prayed the Angelus. At that moment the church door opened 
and a lady stepped out. Seeing the poor boy in his touching devotion, 
she had pity on him and drew out a coin, dropped it into his torn hat 
and hurried away. Tim had observed nothing of the foregoing. Great 
therefore was his astonishment when, upon picking up the hat, he saw 
the money. “Oh,” he cried, ‘“‘the good angels are helping me. I shall 
thank them immediately. And quickly he slipped into the church. Yet 
hunger tortured him so much that he withdrew into a corner of the 
vestibule, drew out a piece of buttered bread, which had been given 
to him, and heartily bit into it. But he had scarcely swallowed the 
first bite when he felt ashamed and put the bread back into his pocket. 
‘“‘What would mother say,’’ he thought to himself, “if she saw me eat- 
ing before having prayed? She would certainly say, ‘Shame on you, 
Tim. You act like the pigs.’”’ So he recited a prayer and then finished 
his scanty meal. The last mouthful having been consumed, he entered 
the church to thank the angels as he had promised. 

The house of God was already shrouded in almost complete dark- 
ness. Kneeling down in a pew near the door, he began, with his head 
supported on his hands, his prayer of thanksgiving. In a few seconds 
his head began to sink lower and lower. Nature claimed its right. 
Poor Tim slept as only a tired and exhausted child can sleep. Not 
once did he awake during the whole night, not even when the sexton 
came to ring the bell for Holy Mass. But the sexton caught sight of - 
him, and with a gentle shake, woke the little sleeper. Looking upon him 
with pity, he exclaimed: ‘‘Why, my dear boy, how did you get here, 
and how long have you been here?” 


Bewildered, Tim looked about him. Where was he? — Suddenly he 
recollected his thoughts. The remembrance of the previous day re- 
turned to him. “Ah, sir,” he replied, “yesterday when the bell for the 
Angelus rang I entered, and — I must have gone to sleep,” he added 
slowly. — “‘But why did you not go home? It must have worried your 
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mother to death,’’ continued the sexton. ‘“‘Oh, no,’ said Tim, while 
burning tears almost choked his voice, ‘‘my mother is with our dear 
Lord where no one is any longer worried to death.” 

“Poor boy! So your parents are dead and you have no home? 
Well, stay here till after Holy Mass; then come with me to the rectory 
nearby. I shall see that you get breakfast there.”’ 

‘“‘Many thanks, sir, and may my mother bless you for it,” whis- 
pered Tim with deep emotion. 

The Holy Sacrifice began. Tim assisted with the ardent fervor of 
his Irish piety. After Holy Mass the sexton took him to the rectory 
where he related his story to the venerable priest. Touched by the 
fate of the poor boy, he offered to keep him for a time. But Tim did 
not wish ever again to be a burden to anyone, and so, having been re- 
freshed by a good breakfast and with his pockets filled with sandwiches, 
he again started on his way to look for work. 


Days passed. Although he earned a few pennies now and then by 
rendering small services, yet for the most part he had to beg for his 
sustenance. Finally a position was offered him. Determined to per- 
form any kind of work that could be secured, he accepted the offer. 
He kept this position for two years — but it was his ruin. His prac- 
tices of devotion were neglected, and he fell into bad habits. Then one- 
morning his employer unexpectedly told him to look for work elsewhere. 


So Tim was once more without shelter. The few dollars he had in 
his pocket were all he possessed. In a very depressed mood, almost in 
despair, he went to the city park to think about his precarious position. 
He was now seventeen years of age, strong and manly in appearance. 
He had taken up studies in a night school and was able to read and 
write fluently and well. But what should he do now? He sank down 
on a bench to reflect. Oh, how exhilarating was the solemn stillness 
of the morning! How refreshing and blissful was God’s glorious nature, 
so different from the close atmosphere of the factory. Old, happy 
remembrances revived in his soul. He saw the mild, kind face of his 
dear mother, who had always worn an expression of resigned trust. 
He heard her sweet, gentle voice, instructing and admonishing him and 
praying with him, and felt the stinging reproaches of conscience. But 
hear! What was that? The sound of a bell struck his ear. Looking 
up he beheld close by the same church which had provided shelter and 
refuge for him on the night of his arrival in New York. The bell was 
ringing for Holy Mass, for it was Sunday. Tim arose. A firm deter- 
mination was reflected on his countenance. ‘Today I shall begin a 
new life,’”’ he said in a half audible voice as he proceeded towards the 
church. 

As he was leaving the park he stooped to wipe the dust from his 
shoes, when his eyes suddenly fell upon a four-leaf clover. “The heav- 
ens be thanked!” he cried joyfully, ‘‘a greeting from my dear mother 
and St. Patrick!’’ He picked it almost reverently and tenderly pressed 
it to his lips. Then he carefully placed it between the leaves of an 
old notebook which he carried in his pocket. With renewed courage 
he continued his way to the church. It was the first time for many 
weeks that Tim had entered the house of God. His employer had 
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told him that he had no intention of paying his people for praying. 

Tim’s prayer consisted of few words. His heart beat so violently 
that it almost suffocated him. Like the publican, he did not dare to 
raise his eyes to heaven, but his soul overflowed with the fervor and 
earnestness of sincere contrition. He was seized with an ardent long- 
ing to be reconciled with God. Yet grace was not strong enough to 
suppress the fear and shame which agitated his soul. And so the whole 
day passed without bringing him the peace for which he longed. At dusk, 
deeply buried in thought, but without any plan, he sauntered towards 
the nearest railroad station. A train going west was about to start out. 
What made him do so he could not say, but deciding quickly he bought 
a ticket, boarded the train and took a seat in the rear of the car. He 
had scarcely sat down when the train started. Tim felt forsaken and 
unhappy. He picked up a newspaper, but soon laid it down again. 

As he wearily looked about him, Tim suddenly spied in a seat on 
the opposite side an elderly priest, whose kindly face at once inspired 
him with confidence. Scarcely had the good priest become aware 
of his young traveling companion when his sharp, keen glance also 
perceived his agitation of mind, and he felt a strong desire to help 
him. Tim bowed politely. The priest returned his greeting, and, 
with a friendly smile, invited him to sit beside him. They were soon 
engaged in a friendly conversation, and Tim, almost without realizing 
it, confided his life’s story to his new-found friend. The priest listened 
attentively and with the kindest sympathy. When Tim had finished, 
he consoled the poor lad, saying: “God has led us wonderfully, my 
dear young friend. He has sent me to yéu and you to me. Come 
with me and I will help you. Who knows, perhaps you may still fulfil 
your heart’s desire and attain to the priesthood? The prayers of your 
good, pious mother have, without doubt, obtained this great grace 
for you.” 

Tim was beside himself with joy at these words, and his heart 
overflowed with gratitude to God. He thanked the priest over and 
over again. Then he drew out his old notebook and took out the 
four-leaf clover, and said to the priest: ““May I give you this four-leaf 
clover, Reverend Father? It is the first I have found in this country 
as a greeting from my dear deceased mother and St. Patrick. I knew 
that it would bring me luck when I found it on my way to Holy Mass 
this morning.”’ 

Some years later the happy Tim, now Father Timothy O’Fallon, 
stood for the first time at the altar to offer the Holy Sacrifice. 
Throughout his later life the blessing of his mother continued to rest 
visibly upon this humble son of Ireland, who, as the ‘friend of the 
poor,”’ was loved and honored by all. 


St ° oat ° eel 


Spiritual Vitamin for July 
Ee 
O Precious Blood of Jesus, shed to the very last drop for sinners, 
give me that generous love which sacrifices all for God. 
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Little Lovers’ League 


—=0e04— 


EAR Little Lovers: The month of July is dedi- 
cated to the Most Precious Blood of Jesus. The 
very first day is a special feast of the Precious 
Blood. Throughout the whole month, Holy Mother 
Church encourages us to adore the Precious Blood 
in a spirit of fervent thanksgiving, because the 
Precious Blood is the means by which Jesus re- 
deemed us from sin and made it possible for us to obtain eternal 
happiness with Him in heaven. Each and every drop of Blood shed 
by our dear Savior was shed so every single soul might go to heaven. 
But many souls are lost and suffer forever in hell because they do not 
know and love Jesus, and the only return they make Him for His 
love is sin and ingratitude. Oh, it pains Jesus very much to see these 
souls lost because the Precious Blood which He shed for them so 
generously and freely does them no good. And It does them no good 
because they do not have faith, and do not love God. 

The priests and missionaries of the Church spend their lives to 
teach souls about God and His love for them, and to help souls get to 
heaven. Each morning they offer the holy Sacrifice of the Mass in 
which Jesus Himself offers His Precious Blood to the Heavenly Father 
in satisfaction for the sins of all mankind. They devote themselves 
to administering the sacraments, which give grace through the merits of 
the Precious Blood. 

Dear Little Lovers, during the month of July show your love for 
the Precious Blood by offering It up to God many times, asking Him 
that those souls who do not know and love Him may learn to do so, 
that sinners may be converted, and that unbelievers may receive the 
gift of faith. Perhaps in this way you may help to convert a soul 
like the little boy in the story we are going to tell you now. 





























Missionary Mike 


p yews of it, boys, over two-thirds of the people in the world are 
pagans. There are millions of souls who do not know God. And 

yet Our Lord died for the poorest savage in darkest Africa the 
same as He died for you and me.” In the last seat of the second 
row Michael Farley was thinking seriously of what Brother Andrew 
had said about the missions. Poor Mike was crippled. Four years 
before he had fallen down some steps, and since that day his left leg 
was slightiy shorter and his left hip crooked. Mike had big, dark 
eyes that gazed thoughtfully into the future. Likewise he had one 
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ambition, to be a priest, but because he was crippled this ambition 
could hardly be realized. His parents were poor. They lived in a big 
tenement house, and there were five other children in the family, so 
there was no money to pay a specialist to cure Mike. 

“Oh, if only I could be a server,’”’ he thought, as two large tears 
trickled down his cheeks. — ‘‘What’s the matter, Mike?’ whispered 
Brother Andrew, who was just passing by his desk and noticed his 
tears. ‘“‘Nothing, Brother, only I wish I was big and strong so that 
I could be a missionary and convert the pagans, but with this lame 
leg, I’m no account.”’ 

“Who said you were no account? You can be a missionary right 
now, by praying and offering your affliction to God. You can do your 
share in converting souls by your prayers, and perhaps God will help 
you to realize your vocation, Mike. So don’t become discouraged, but 
pray and smile and everything will be all right,’’ and Brother Andrew 
gave the boy an affectionate pat on the shoulder. 


That night, Mike, lying awake in his bed, thought seriously of 
what Brother Andrew had told him. “I have an idea! I’ll save all the 
newspapers I can get. I’ll ask every one on our floor and on the other 
floors for their old newspapers. I’ll sell them and give the money to 
the missions,’ he said aloud. So the next day Mike began his rounds, 
collecting old newspapers. . From Jim, the barber on the first floor, he 
got a big stack. He explained to everyone from whom he asked papers 
that they were for the missions. Some did not know what he meant, 
but they gave him all the papers they had, because Mike was a cripple 
and his big, dark eyes were so appealing that they could not refuse him. 

“T wonder if I should ask Miss Tranby,’’ Mike said to himself as 
he came to the door of a fussy old woman, who was always scolding 
and seemed cross with everyone. The children were all afraid of her, 
and nobody cared to have anything to do with her. He hesitated a 
long time, but finally got up enough courage to knock at the door. 
It was opened right away, and there stood Miss Tranby. ‘Please, 
Ma’am, would you be so kind as to give me your old newspapers for 
the missions?’’ Mike gasped nervously. ‘“‘Newspapers,”’ repeated Miss 
Tranby, “‘for the missions. Goodness me! Poor as a church mouse 
yourself, and begging for the missions! Well, I never...” and she 
looked at Mike as if she doubted whether he told the truth. “I'll give 
you some, and you can come back every Saturday for more,” she con- 
tinued. She went into another room, and came back with an armful 
of papers, for which Mike thanked her and left. 

“She isn’t so bad after all,’’ Mike thought as he turned away from 
the door. And so Mike came regularly every Saturday for the old 
papers, and soon an odd friendship sprang up between the two. Miss 
Tranby would ask Mike about his leg, and how he got along at school, 
and what he intended to do latér. Mike told her all about the foreign 
missions, his hope of becoming a missionary, and how little chance he 
had because of his crippled leg. Miss Tranby listened sympathetically, 
and soon, without realizing it, Mike began to talk about religion to her. 
In his boyish way he explained to her the beliefs and practices of 
Catholics, their hopes and duties. 
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“Well, I never knew that,’’ Miss Tranby remarked one morning 
after he had talked longer than usual. — “I’ll bring my catechism 
along the next time, and you can read all about it,’’ Mike promised. 

The next day Mike brought his catechism, and Miss Tranby looked 
it through, asking Mike a few questions on the seventh Commandment 
and the sacrament of penance, and then said: “I never thought the 
Catholic teachings were like that. I’m going to read this book” and 
she laid it carefully on the table. Then she did something which 
surprised even herself, she gave Mike a fine, big orange. 

From that time on, Mike took still more interest in Miss Tranby. 
He went to her room almost every day and told her what happened 
in class and what they were doing at church. He also brought a few 
Catholic papers and pamphlets and gave them to her. Some weeks 
later, Father Hart stopped Mike one night after services and said: 
“‘Michael, a friend of yours called on me today.’’ — “A friend of.mine!”’: 
repeated Michael. ‘‘Yes, a lady who says she lives on the same floor 
as you do. She told me a whole lot about herself and about you. 
She wants to become a Catholic.” ‘“‘It must be Miss Tranby!” Mike 
exclaimed enthusiastically, ‘“‘that’s fine!’’ — ‘“‘Not only fine, but good 
also. I want you to pray for her, Michael. Prayer helps very much in 
these matters.’”’ “I will, Father,’’ Mike readily assented. 

A few months afterwards Miss Tranby was received into the 
Church. For Mike it was a happy occasion. “At least I can pray 
that others may become Catholics, even if I can’t become a missionary,”’ 
he thought as he assisted at the Mass at which Miss Tranby received 
her First Communion. After Mass Father Hart called Mike into the 
sacristy. ‘‘Well, Michael, this has been a great day for you and your 
friend. Miss Tranby is now a Catholic, thanks to God’s grace and to 
your good work. She wants me to tell you something which is very 
important. She is going to get the best specialist in the city to treat 
your leg, and then she is going to pay your way through high school, 
college and the seminary. That’s her thanksgiving for the great grace 
of conversion.”’ 

Mike could hardly believe the words he heard. He looked at 
Father Hart, tears starting in his eyes as he realized what this meant 
to him. “Thank God!” he murmured. 


Practice: Do not let a day pass without thanking Jesus for the 
Precious Blood and the graces He has given you through It. 


Aspiration: O Eternal Father, have mercy on sinners for the 
sake of the Precious Blood of Jesus! 
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The Ministrations of the Precious Blood — Who Can Understand 
Sin? — Our Lady’s Visitation — Be Merciful, Even as Your Father 
is Merciful — The Mass, the Fountain of Graces — The “Mass of St. 
John’”’ — Tim O’Fallon’s Four-leaf Clover — Little Lovers’ League 
— Missionary Mike. 

















vd 





<ohite 


Devotion to the Precious Blood 


A booklet to help you fittingly honor the 
Precious Blood on the Feast, July 1, and 
during the month of the Precious Blood. In 
addition to a short treatise on devotion to the 
Precious Blood, you will find the proper of 
the Mass of the feast, and many beautiful 
prayers. 10¢ 





Devotion to the Holy Face 
An ever-popular booklet with reflections 
and prayers in honor of the holy Face of 
Our Lord. 10¢ 


Good St. Anne 


Devotees of good St. Anne will find this 
account of the veneration of St. Anne, of her 
relics, shrine and miracles most inspiring. 
Suitable prayers for novenas and special 
needs. 10¢ 


St. Benedict, the Beloved of God 


Blessed in grace and in name, this beloved saint of God 
rejoices to bestow remarkable favors on those who seek his 
intercession. Read this inspiring account of his holy life and 
miracles, and use the prayers for a novena before his feast, 
July 11. 10¢ 


Daily Companion for Secular Oblates of Saint Benedict 


A practical handbook for Benedictine Oblates, clearly out- 
lining the spiritual ideal of the Oblate and offering invaluable 
guidance for the daily life of the “lay Benedictine.’”” 96 pages. 


15¢ 
The Mysteries of Mary 
Considerations on the mysteries of Mary’s feasts, with a 
prayer for each that may be used for a preparatory novena. 
Includes the feast of Our Lady of Mt. Carmel, July 16. 10¢ 


Reduction for quantities. Postage extra. 








Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration 
Clyde, Missouri 
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